Offbeat and Overwhelmed 
I live my daily life in crescendo,
always rushing, steps greatly increasing as time passes by
But school by day, practice by night,
my aspirations began to become as vulnerable as a violin string,
only one wrong move from snapping.
My past has always had a constant rhythm. 
AP notebooks were the weight of cymbals,
crashing together inside my heavy bag,
math equations tied with exhaustion,
history dates ignored with a focus on game scores.
I memorized facts as if they were soccer plays or tactics,
but on some late nights, I take a moment and I totally forget who I am, 
my social life slowly beginning to drift away.
Soccer is my fanfare,
cleat studs scratching the turf in rhythm,
the only place where I do not have to listen to standards
and be drowning in deadlines and expectations.
But even for victory there is a price to pay,
late nights, aching legs,
essays written under short periods of time,
and ink smudged by a tired hand.
I sprint between worlds,
a student by day, an athlete by night,
however never fully belonging to either.
Like a song choosing between verses,
waiting for the right chord to fall into place.
My family dinner at home feels like an interlude,
just a short break from my nonstop movement.
When my family talks, their voices fade into a distant harmony,
and I’m already thinking of the next assignment,
the next practice, the next game.
My seat at the table is often left empty,
replaced by cold leftovers and quiet.

Weekends used to be set aside for friends,
instead they are now filled with catching up on stacks of work,
a game on Saturday, an unavoidable essay on Sunday,
and almost never a moment to relax and take a deep breath.
Group chats buzzing with endless notifications, invites come and go,
but my schedule always says, "Sorry, maybe next time."
And sleep
It used to be a nice beat
a slow, peaceful decrescendo into rest.
Now it’s a broken song,
a mix of late-night studying and early alarms.
Five hours. Four hours. Three hours.
Each month, the rhythm gets worse. 
But in the sounds of my future,
I hear a different tune
one where the beat is mine to set,
and where all my hard work has turned into success,
where I won’t have to sprint between worlds,
and I’ll learn to walk and to be comfortable. 
A song that doesn’t have to be fast to be strong and sound right.
This gets me to wonder how long I can keep playing this song,
before the notes slip out of tune.


